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Let clouds bedim my face, break in mine eye;

Let me no steps but of lost labour trace;

Let all the earth with scorn recount my case;
But do not will me from my love to fly!"        (No. 64.)

Then he seeks relief in trifles. Playing upon his
own coat of arms (ccor, a pheon assure"), he tells Love
how he nursed him in his bosom, and how they both
must surely be of the same lineage :

" For when, naked boy, tliou couldst no harbour find
In this old world, grown now so too-too wise,

I lodged thee in ray heart, and being blind
By nature born, I gave to thee mine eyes , . .

Yet let this thought thy tigrish courage pass,
That I perhaps am somewhat kin to thee;

Since in thine arms, if learned fame truth hath spread,

Thou bear'at the arrow, I the arrow head."          (No. 65.)

Stella continues to repress his ardour:

" I cannot brag of word, much less of deed . . .
Desire still on stilts of fear doth go."           (No. 6(5.)

Yet once she blushed when their eyes met; and her
blush "guilty seemed of love." Therefore he expos-
tulates with her upon her cruelty:

" Stella, the only planet of my light,

Light of my life, and life of my desire,
Chief good whereto my hope doth only aspire,
World of my wealth, and heaven of my delight;
Why dost tliou spend the treasures of thy sprite,
With voice more fit to wed Amphion's lyre,
Seeking to quench in me the noble lire
Fed by thy worth and kindled by thy sight 1"

(No. 68.)

Suddenly, to close tins contention, we find him at the
height of his felicity, Stella has relented, yielding him folk overcharged with brain against me cry;st, I can, I will, I do
